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Summary: When finally given the opportunity to prove himself. Hiccup 
hardly hesitates. When he finds two Night Furies eager to help him, 
he hardly questions it. But when one tiny detail is overlooked, 
what's to stop everything from ending up worse than before? He's 
supposed to stop the war, but how can he when he doesn't even know 
who he's fighting for? Or what he's trying to stop? AU. 


So Far Beyond the Shadows 
**A/N: ** 

**This is a '**_**Hiccup befriends Toothless under different 
circumstances '**_** sort of AU, told through the eyes of both Hiccup 
and Toothless, but I'm going to try and do things a little 
differently . * * 

**There was a lot of inspiration that went into this, mainly 
including Rift-Raft's Hear Him Scream**_** and Whitef ang333 ' s 

**_**The Truth is a Shard of Ice**_**. Though this story may carry 
next to none of the same plot devices, those two continue to stand 
out to me as excellent showcases of creativity, characterization, and 
storytelling, and were more than enough to motivate me to try my hand 
at this. And so it shall be done.** 

**No questions? Okay!** 

**Let's get to it.** 

* *D is cl aimers : 

>- I do not own How to Train Your Dragon or its characters . <strong> 

><strong>- Some descriptions of blood, gore, and death. <br>- Some 
minor swearing. 

>- Some spoilers for HTTYD2 . <strong> 



><p>"<em>Sometimes, when you look far enough beyond the shadows of 
perspective, you discover a world of light. "<em> 

_a€" A Concerned Third Party_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>So Far Beyond the Shadows<strong> 

_You know, if somebody had told me sooner that all I needed to do to 
get into Dragon Training was burn down a brazier torch and send it 
rolling through the village, I would have done so a long time ago. 

And probably more than once; you can never be too sure when it comes 
to dragons. _ 

_Let me explain. _ 

_Yesterday morning, there was another raid. A pretty bad one, 
too ._ 

a€ | 

_Fine. The raid wasn't all that bad; there were a lot of dragons, but 
it was actually pretty short. They only managed to take a little bit 
of our food supplies before we warded them off, and nobody was killed 
on our side. Looking at it that way, it was a good raid for 
us ._ 

_But another raid meant I had another chance to prove myself, and by 
Odin's beard did I take it. So, of course, that's where I come 
in ._ 

_Shocking, I know._ 

_But, forget all of that. I was so close ! I nearly hit it this 

time !_ 

_As usual, my chance came when things started getting too hectic to 
keep a proper eye on me (in other words, when the Night Fury showed 
up) . Gobber was forced to abandon the smithy and help the other 
fighters, but not before leaving me with the fair-minded advice of, 
"Stay. Put. There. 

_So, naturally, I listened. I justa€ } may have misinterpreted where 
'there' was, that's all. It's a big village; well over sixty houses 
in total! 'There' could have been anywhere !__ 

_Anyway, the Night Fury was at it again, breaking down our siege 

catapults that we worked so hard to rebuild from the _last time it 

took them out._ 

_I had the latest revision of the Mangier with me (version 2.3 

with the aiming sight attachment, thank you very much) because I 

decided that it was finally ready to try on an actual target. And 
while I was at it, I decided to try out a different vantage point. 
Normally, the Night Fury would cut across the village, flying high 
over the dark pastures behind the forge when it made its diving run 
for the eastern catapult by the Great Hall. But, seeing as lately 
it's been pretty much isolating its entire attack to over the ocean. 



I figured I might as well follow suit. It also happened to work out 
that I ' d be shooting over the ocean to prevent any accidental damages 
to the village. _ 

_That was the idea, anyway. _ 

_So I went and stood by the bridge leading to the large sea stack 
where the catapult was sitting, waiting to be blown to bits, and let 
it come to me._ 

_And I nearly hit it when it did! This time, I actually saw something 
black zip by, reflecting off the fire consuming the tower it'd just 
hit ! And I even watched it swerve out of the way after I made the 
shot! I was actually close enough that the Night Fury had to 

dodge my bola! The damned thing probably heard the whirring 

noises; I'd need to make version 3.0 with tighter tensioning ropes. 
The bola needed to be faster; I'd just have to wait a bit longer next 
time before pulling the release lever. _ 

_That ' s right. Not version 2.4, but 3.0. Because after I picked 
myself up from the recoil and the bola dropped harmlessly into the 
ocean, a Monstrous Nightmare came and crushed it. And then proceeded 
to chase me around the village. _ 

_Fun stuff, dragon tag. I'll have to remember to never, play it 

again ._ 

_I hid behind a brazier torch in the upper central plaza, which the 

dragon also broke; the flaming bowl separated from its support 

post when the whole thing fell over, and down it went, rolling 
through the lower parts of the village. _ 

_Much to everyone's surprise, after Dad came to my rescue (again), 
the raid seemed to have ended early. The only real losses we incurred 
were the two catapults, some fish left out to dry, and a few 
sheepa€"most of which were carried off when the large, flaming 
brazier bowl rolled through the net holding some Nadders down. Oh, 
and there was my Mangier, as well._ 

_And that expensive, heavy-duty net._ 

_And the brazier itself. _ 

_And the ramp that the brazier landed on when it fell, and the other 
ramp it took out when it started rolling, and the three houses it 

took out when it kept on rolling, anda€ | okay, you get my 

point ._ 

_So, yeah. A pretty bad raid. Not because of the dragons, but because 
I got out of the forge. Again. And I still had no Night Fury to calm 
their animosity and make a name for myself. Again ._ 

_After that, pretty standard stuff: I got humiliated and yelled at in 
front of the village, forced into the customary walk of shame in 
front of my mocking peers, and sent home to wait for Dad to come and 
talk to me. Which, of course, didn't happen. _ 

_Even the most patient of Vikings will eventually get bored of 
sitting alone in a dimly lit house, waiting for someone they knew was 
taking their time to show up._ 



_So I left, and went to go collect what was left of the Mangier to 
bring back to the forge before the good pieces got scrapped as 
firewood in the cleanup. Thanks to my rock-solid designs (ahem), the 
lower wheeled portion survived the Nightmare's weight and I was able 
to gather it all up in a nice little bundle and roll it to the forge 
without hassle. Ignoring the scowls and choice words I got from 
everyone who saw me along the way, that is._ 

_I went to my workspace in the forge to see if I could think of 
something else to add to the next Mangier, but after no success in 
terms of revolutionary designs, I headed off into the forest to clear 
my mind and kill some time while I waited for Dad to finish his 
duties. When I got back much later in the evening, I was given my 
punishment. But it wasn't what I'd expected. _ 

_0vertime work in the forge?_ 

_No . _ 

_Ploughing Mildew's cabbage fields for a month?_ 

_Nope ._ 

_Never being allowed to leave the house again?_ 

_Nah ._ 

_I was put into Dragon Training. Yeah, Dragon Training! And the Elder 
even approved of it!_ 

_I couldn't believe it! Even though Dad didn't seem nearly as excited 
about it as I was, I wholeheartedly accepted, as awestruck then as I 
still am now. He gave me a small axe (that I still struggle to carry) 
as a replacement to my tiny dagger, and I was informed that classes 
were to start in two days. Dad also let me know that he was departing 
on another Nest Hunt at midday the next day, leaving me a half day to 
say my goodbyes, which were always fun and never awkward. 

Really 

_It also meant that he wouldn't be able to watch me in Dragon 
Training. Thinking on it, I realize that that might be for the best. 


_Here ' s an idea: let's put Hiccup in a cage with an angry dragon! 

What could go wrong?_ 

_I swear they're all trying to kill me. Might as well not have Dad 
witness that. disappointments 

_Dad then left to go to a final prep meeting for the Nest Hunt, and I 
went to bed._ 

_This morning, I made sure to get up extra early to get myself used 
to waking up when Dragon Training started. The sun hadn't even begun 
to light up the sky over the horizon, that's how early it was ._ 

_I had to go to the Great Hall to get some bread for breakfast, 
seeing as Dad forgot to stock up the home food store, and probably 
will be too busy to do it before he leaves today. No surprises 



there . 


_But wouldn't my luck have it that Snotlout and Tuffnut had the same 
bright idea that I had, and were already at the Great Hall stuffing 
their faces by the time I got there. And Thor, weren't they happy to 
see mea€|_ 

_See, it turns out their parents had given them the news about my 
participation in Dragon Training after last night's war council 
meeting. They, for one, didn't seem very ecstatic over their new 
fellow classmate. And as Snotlout put it, I needed to be shown why I 
shouldn't get in the way of the ' Snot-man '._ 

_So, like any sensible person being chased by two angry Vikings would 
do, I ran. I grabbed a torch off one of the nearest houses and took 
off into the forest. Considering I knew the forests of Berk far 
better than anyone else on the island, I lost them pretty easily, 
even when my slowly burning light source should have easily given 
away my position in the blackness of way-too-early morning. _ 

_Quite some distance in, I found a small yet comfortable rock to sit 
on and catch my breath. I planted my torch into the soil beside the 
rock to give me some ambient light, and decided to wait the morning 
out and head back before Dad was supposed to leave. That way there, I 
could see him off, no matter how uncomfortable that would be._ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>I stared at the half-filled pages of the notebook in my lap, 
trying to think of anything else I could add. It was a new thing I 
was trying, writing down my thoughts and experiences as they occurred 
in what was effectively becoming my personal logbook. I'd been doing 
it all along with weapon designs and other ideas for inventions, but 
it had only occurred to me recently that I could do basically the 
same thing for my experiences, only in writing instead of sketches. 
Like a story. <p> 

I'd seen Trader Johann offering similar wares from supposedly 
long-deceased travellersa€"logs containing accounts of epic 
adventures out on the waters and in faraway places. I hadn't read any 
of them personally, but I figured it wasn't a bad idea. 

There was only one small problem: I'm not sure if I was any good at 
it. Not to mention my life wasn't exactly of the 'interesting' 
variety, or by any means worthy of the word 'epic'. 

Yet . 

It was pretty much only a matter of time before I would hit my mark, 
officially making me the first person to overpower a Night Fury. The 
most elusive species of dragon in the world. The dragon that all 
Vikings feared, most without even knowing why. I liked to think I 
wasn't part of that group. 

I looked up to take in my surroundings, wondering if I could add 
anything relating to the scenery. 

The small clearing I was resting in was still nearly 
pitch-blacka€"the only exception being the orange glow of my dying 
torch, flickering in the soft winds, and the negligible light of 



morning. The sun was still sitting below the horizon, barely managing 
to mark its influence on the sky over the horizon beyond a shade of 
gold, let alone the forest floor. 

The call of an owl echoed through the landscape, and somewhere off in 
the distance, I heard a wolf howl. Crickets chirruped in the grasses 
here and there, and it was nearing the end of summer, so the predawn 
air had a chill to it. Other than that, there wasn't anything 
noteworthy . 

_Would anyone even care about that?_ I wondered, scanning the through 
the dimly lit trees. I heard a tiny crack from the bushes ahead, and 
I saw a tiny figure scramble for the safety of new cover. Likely a 
young fox coming to investigate the strange source of light. 

Still, none of it bothered me, and I had to smile at the little 
creature. It was all a part of the background in the larger picture 
I've long since become accustomed to. I've spent more time in the 
forests of Berk than I could care to remember, doing everything from 
exploring the vast landscape to just generally enjoying the sereneaC | 
alone-ness that came with it. 

It was the perfect place to go when I wanted to be away from everyone 
in the village, considering how friendly we were with one another. 
It's a great thing I have going on with them: I try really hard, and 
they ignore me; I fix their broken weapons, and they ignore me; I 
make a great invention to help me fight alongside them, and suddenly 
it's, "_Get back inside !_" 

Yup. What a great relationship I have with the people I'm supposedly 
going to be leading into battle in a few short years. 

I looked back down to my notebook, a small frown on my lips. "You 
know what? That should do it for now, " I spoke quietly to myself, 
deciding what was already written down was more than enough. I placed 
the pencil between the pages and snapped the book shut with a small 
sigh, tucking it away in my vest's inner pocket when I also decided 
I'd had enough with sitting around on a boulder. 

The sun was just starting to dimly illuminate the ground and my torch 
was pretty much burnt out, so after I stood up, I ground it into the 
dirt to extinguish the rest of its embers, and abandoned the leftover 
stick to become one with the forest. After a moment to gather my 
sense of direction, I set off farther inland, parallel to the 
village . 

I wasn't going anywhere in particular, only walking fast enough to 
allow myself to breathe in the crisp air as I went over what could 
have brought me to where I was. 

I knew I should consider myself lucky to have gotten off so easily 
from yesterday's misadventure with the Nightmare. I mean, it's kind 
of crazy how many times I'd begged and pleaded for Dad to let me into 
Dragon Training when I became of age at fifteen, whereas apparently, 
all it took to change his answer from a stern "_no_" to a hesitant 
"_you start in two days_" was to damage the village enough 
times . 


What confused me the most, though, was the Elder; why Gothi would 
approve of the decision was beyond me. I always thought she was the 



wisest person on the island, but putting me in Dragon Training might 
just be a recipe for my biggest disaster yet. Perhaps even a 
permanent, life-altering one. 

I shook my head, not liking where my thoughts were going. Really, I 
would just need to take this one day at a time. I didn't even know 
what I could do to prepare myself for tomorrow; Dad had always 
prevented me from witnessing the previous years' classes, even though 
they were open to the public. He seemed to think they'd give me more 
outlandish ideas for my inventions. 

Meaning that, for now, the only thing I could do was sketch out the 
basics for my next outlandish invention. 

Isn't it nice how things work out? 

I pulled out my notebook once more, flipped to the first empty page I 
found, and got to work. The overall machine would be the same as the 
last one, but I knew I would need to find a better way to prime it 
with a higher tension roping system. Perhaps a lever would work; 
hooking the priming handle onto it would help me pull it back that 
last little bit, and then _bam!_a€"I would finally have my 
prize . 

Regardless of the extremely poor lighting, I managed to complete a 
sketch of the old Mangier in all of its memorized glory. I wasn't 
really paying much attention to where I was going, only keeping 
enough consideration on the terrain ahead of me to know when to step 
over a log or avoid a bush. I was just about to add in the notes 
about the lever when I heard someone yell my name. 

I looked up with wide eyes. I knew that voice anywhere. 

It was Snotlout. 

I reflexively stuffed my notebook away, scanning my surroundings. 

Sure enough, in the dim light I could see the dark silhouettes of 
Snotlout and Tuffnut standing about two dozen feet ahead and to my 
right, their metal helmets glimmering in the shadows like stars in 
the night sky. 

I realized that I'd been so engrossed in my thoughts, I'd completely 
forgotten the _one reason_ I'd come into the forest in the first 
place . 

My shoulders dropped. _Way to go. Hiccup. __ 

"Uh, h-hey guysa€ | !" I stammered, immediately scanning my 
surroundings for an escape route. I actually _did_ manage to figure 
out roughly where I was in the forest, and I remembered a rather 
cumbersomea€"f or anyone larger than mea€"path to my left that had 
quite a few places where I could attempt to lose them. So, keeping my 
eyes on the two in front of me, I began slowly backing up in that 
direction, continuing to stutter what I hoped were placating words, 
as if I were talking to an angry bear. "Boy, it sure is _nice_ seeing 
you two herea€ | " 

"Hiccup, don't move," Snotlout ordered. I didn't listen. I'd fallen 
for this one before, and the results were the same as every other 
time they caught up to mea€"with me covered in a fresh layer of mud 



and a few new bruises. 


"I mean, I hate to put you off like this, but I _really_ should be 
goinga€ | " 

"Seriously Hiccup. Stop. Walking." It was Tuffnut this time, and he 
sounded quite serious for once. His performance was easily more 
convincing than Snot's, but I still didn't buy it; he always put more 
effort than Snotlout into these kinds of '_pranks_' . 

Then, out of nowhere, Snotlout _shrieked_, "Hiccup, _stop_! " and I 
could see his silhouette waving its arms wildly. 

Okay, that worked. Not because he told me to, but because of the 
alarm in his voice. He sounded legitimately frantic for once. And it 
was at this time I became aware of another sound I had yet to take 
notice of. 

All around me was the hollow, ominous sound ofa€ | nothing. Absolute 
silence . 

While a godsend _in_ the rowdy Viking village of Berk, I knew it 
could only mean one thing in the forests _outside_ of it: somewhere, 
lurking nearby, was a deadly predator. And this time, I had a feeling 
it wasn't my cousin. 

Something poked at my right hip. I quickly spun around, but froze 
when I came face to face with a pair of large green eyes, dimly 
glowing in the darkness. Eyes that I could've sworn weren't there 
before. A thin black slit centered each of the glowing orbs, a tiny 
fissure that consumed all nearby light, and that was all I needed to 
see to know that standing before me wasa€ a dragon. What kind of 
dragon, I really had no ideaa€"I couldn't see anything else. What I 
_did_ have, though, was a distinct feeling that I wouldn't like the 
answer to that question. 

The eyes were a colour I'd never seen on a dragon before, and the 
scales seemed to blend into the darkness of predawn as well as if 
they hadn't been there in the first place. I didn't need many more 
details than that to back up my huncha€"that this could very well be 
a Night Fury. They were almost legendary; nobody had ever seen one 
before, so it's not like we had much to go by. 

Any other dragon would be bad news, but a Night Fury... the dragon 
I'd been unsuccessfully trying to shoot out of the sky for _years_, 
nowa€ | 

It was standing about three feet away from me, the black pupils 
nothing but tiny slits, stark against the glowing irises. And that's 
when I noticed a slight glimmer just below those eyes. 

There, stuck fast between its teeth, in all of its shiny and well 
maintained but oh-so-useless glory, was my daggera€"the only weapon I 
could ever carry, sticking out of the mouth of a dragon. 

It had disarmed me, and I hadn't even noticed until now. 

"Was that your only weapon?" Snotlout 's voice called out, smaller 
than usual. He'd apparently seen the glint as well. 



I gulped. "Y-yeah." 


"We didn't bring ours, either," Snotlout informed me. 

"Oh, we are _so_ dead, " Tuffnut quietly moaned. 

The dragon just continued staring at me with unblinking, unmoving 
eyes, choosing to pay no mind to my companions. It hadn't moved an 
inch since I turned around, though, which I was starting to take as a 
pretty good sign. You know, minus the fact that it was still staring 
intently at me. And that it was still insanely close. 

I was so fixated on that, I almost missed the whispered conversation 
that had sprung up behind me. "Think we'll make it back to the 
village if we make a break for it?" Snotlout asked Tuffnut. 

"I dunno . We might if it takes its time eating him," he 
responded . 

Great. Just great. As if this couldn't get any better, my tormentors 
were going to abandon me. _This is just perfect_, I thought. _The day 
before Dragon Training, and I get eaten by a Night Fury_. 

On the plus side, the dragon no longer seemed to be paying attention 
to me, instead choosing to consider the ones who were making more 
noise. Its eyes were now narrowed, probably bothered by the sound. 
_This is my only chance !_ As slow as possible, my heart hammering in 
my throat, I took a step back, keeping more silent and otherwise 
still than I'd been my whole life. I even held my breath. 

But the gods seemed to be against me,a€"_why am I surprised at this 
point ?_a€"because the dragon still noticed. The narrowed green orbs 
were back on me not a moment later, if at all possible, more intense 
than before. 

_Uh oh._ 

In a moment of panic, I took a leap backward, turning to make a run 
for it. Before I managed to turn even a third of the way, though, the 
dragon decided to lunge. Sharp claws wrapped around my chest from 
behind, trapping my arms to my sides like the bola I nearly hit the 
dragon with yesterday morning. I was yanked backward and spun around, 
the dragon's claws slicing at the palm of my right hand when I 
attempted to avoid falling to the ground. 

To my surprise, I wasn't facing an angry dragon; I was facing the 
still-dark forest in the direction I was originally planning on 
heading to escape my peersa€"no dragon in sight. _I could make a run 
for it_, I realized. 

I heard a pair of panicked yells from behind me, and that thought was 
abolished. With a heavy feeling in my chest, I realized that the 
dragon must have gone after the others as well. But before I could 
confirm or do anything to prevent this, a sudden jab at my lower back 
forced me to lurch forward. I tried turning around to face my 
attacker, but the dragon bit onto the back of my vest to prevent 
that. It let go, but another more forceful jab pushed me forward 
again. It didn't take many more for me to understand that the dragon 
was ramming its head into my back whenever I wasn't moving; it was 
forcing me away from the others, no longer seeming bothered by their 



loud noises. Loud noises that were quickly fading into the darkness 
of the still forest. 

They weren't getting attacked. They were running away. They really 
_were_ leaving me to die ! 

Another jab, harder this time, and a new realization struck me, 
sending shards of ice up my spine. It was almost as if the dragon 
understood their offer of a free meala€ | and accepted it. Or it just 
recognized one for what it was. 

The restless head-butting continued, and I was forced to stumble 
through the increasingly thickening tree cover and shrubbery as we 
went farther inland, _away_ from the village. The cool predawn air 
did nothing to diminish the sweat soaking into my tunic. Warm blood 
flowed steadily down my stinging hand, occasionally making a soft 
_pat_ as it dripped from my fingertips to splatter on the leaves 
covering the forest floor. Aside from the gentle but haunting winds, 
my unsteady footsteps scraping along the ground, and my quick and 
nervous breaths, I couldn't hear anything else; the dragon walked as 
silently as if it weren't even there, my peers had long since gone 
out of hearing range, and the rest of the forest was as stagnant and 
abandoned as before. The Night Fury was still around, after 
all. 

When an attempt to pacify the dragon with soft-sounding words only 
resulted in a _harder_ blow, to the point where I felt the 
daggera€"or _teeth_a€"press against my back and I nearly tripped, I 
decided to keep quiet. Maybe calling it a "nice, bloodthirsty dragon" 
didn't help. 

Despite the poor lighting, I continued to recognize the area I was 
in. I knew that there were several tricky paths to the right that I 
could lose a Viking in, and several more to the left. But if this 
dragon really was a Night Fury, then I had some serious doubts on 
their effectiveness. Besides, my knees were too weak to make a proper 
break for it, and overalla€| I was too scared to try. It was so 
un-Viking-like, and it left me ashamed to admit it, but I was 
terrified. This was _not_ how I wanted my encounter with the dragon 
to turn out. _I_ was supposed to be the one with the weapon! 

After what felt like an eternity of incessant jabbing and stumbling, 
we came upon a small clearing where, near the center, a patch of dry 
soil was illuminated by the low sun, albeit only marginally better 
than its surrounding areas. The dragon finally left me alone and took 
to trotting toward the lightened patch, but it fixed me with a look 
of warning as it did so. A grim reminder that I wasn't going 
anywhere, even if I could. And despite my better judgement, my feet 
were rooted to the spot . 

When it reached the center of the clearing, I was finally able to get 
a half-decent look at the beast. I couldn't see much more than a 
silhouette, given how dark its scales were, but it appeared to be 
rather small for a dragona€"much smaller than those eerie eyes made 
it out to be. 

_Is this really a Night Fury? _I had to wonder. _ With how much 
destruction they leave behind, I always thought they'd be 
hugea€ i _ 



The dragon, whatever species it turned out to be, began scratching at 
the dirt with its claws. At first I was completely confused, until my 
mind helpfully supplied a time when Fishlegs had rambled on about a 
dragon that buried its victims alive. I gulped. 

It took a few agonizing moments for me to realize that the dragon 
didn't seem to be digging anything that would be remotely useful for 
burying stuff. Instead, it was just marking up the dirt with 
irregular scratching movement sa€"soft marks that lined the brown 
surface as if nothing more than a twig were dragging across. It was 
staring intently at its handiwork as it did so. 

I blinked in a renewed state of confusion as, even in the dim 
lighting, I could see the markings slowly beginning to form patterns. 
Patterns that were familiar. 

Patterns that looked almost like runes. 

In fact, that's exactly what they were. This dragon was scratching 
runes into the soil. 

Unfortunately, that did nothing to dissuade my fears, and I was only 
able to catch a few of the words before the stress and confusion of 
the whole situation finally caught up with me. I ripped my eyes away 
when I felt my body sway, and I had to take a stiff step backward to 
keep my balance. As soon as I did that, the dragon's head snapped 
toward me, pinning me with an intense look that I couldn't even hope 
to place. And that was apparently too much for me to handlea€"the 
final stone coming loose to bring down a me-sized mountain. 

My knees buckled under dead weight, and I only managed to catch a 
flash of green before the rest of me hit the ground. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><st rong>AN : * * 

**After countless hours going over this chapter, I finally decided, 
"Screw it. I'm posting it." What did you guys think?** 

* * 1 1 ' s a little short in comparison to the others, which you can 
expect to live happily in the 8-12k range.** 

**Please let me know what you guys thought! As my first fanfic, any 
reviews or tips are greatly appreciated.** 


End 
f ile . 



